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walk, but you lament not and you never cry out against the public that will accept neither your music nor your poetry. But though you are tired and-footsore, you are ready to sestheticise till the cafe closes; for you the homeless ones are waiting: there they are, some three or four, and you will take them to your strange room, furnished with the American organ, the fountain, and the decapitated Venus, and you give them a crust each and cover them with what clothes you have; and, when clothes are lacking, with plaster casts, and though you will take but a glass of milk yourself, you will find a few sous to give them lager to cool their thirsty throats. So you have ever lived —a blameless life is yours, no base thought has ever entered there, not even a woman's love 5 art and friends, that is all.
Reader, do you know of anything more angelic ? If you do you are more fortunate than I have been-              $
